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the most revolting photographic picture postcards, depicting
British dead.

In some cases, these photographs showed our dead stripped and
mutilated, being grinned upon by German soldiery. In one case,
the photograph showed a dead Highlander with his kilt up to
his chest, the whole of the lower limbs exposed naked, and a
German helmet placed over his privates ; whilst a small crowd
of German soldiery stood facing the camera grinning.

A postcard was taken from one of these prisoners. There
were several copies of this distributed among them. It is the
least revolting which I saw. None of these men showed signs
of any shell wound ; they none of them showed limbs missing
or death agony ; they were in regular lines and were stripped ;
one man had his hands tied behind his back ; one man whose
face was clearly seen, had only recently died ; one man had
his left hand in his pocket. From these indications it appeared
more than probable that these men were taken prisoners, were
ordered to strip, and then brutally murdered in cold blood.
It is most improbable that a cart driven by a cleanly dressed
soldier, would have been present on a battlefield, unscarred by
shell-holes, to carry, as a mock hearse, men so freshly dead.

No white man, few savages, can look on even this photograph
without feelings of disgust, rage, and horror.

One night my mules suffered terrible casualties, so I
determined to be revenged. I placed thirty-two machine-guns
on the tops of posts, with their muzzles trained to the skies. We
all got out of our grave-holes when a whistle was blown announc-
ing the arrival of the night hawks, and " stood to." Then we
heard a buzzing overhead but could see nothing, the skies being
muffled with cloud, so thirty-two guns hosed the black shroud
over our heads. Within a second the aerial fly had walked into
our parlour. The thing burst into flames and swooped to earth
just beside the camp. A terrific cheer broke from the gunners
and we rushed madly across the fields, half naked in our shirt-
tails, towards the wreck of the shattered fabric. The occupants,
one an officer and the other a sergeant, were both dead, and the
Black Gross of the night hawk decorated my headquarters
always afterwards, while the machine-gun was presented by me
to the Glasgow War Museum.

It was very peaceful at Dickebusch; and we constructed a
fine camp near St. Jan Ter Biezen, named Boone, after the
farm-house in whose pastures it was situated. Boone Camp was